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ALEX AN 1 FEAST; 
OR, THE 


POWER 0 F MUSIC. 


ACT THE FIRST: 


REGITATIVE. 


WAS at the royal Feaſt, f or Perſia won, 
By Philip's warlike fon : 
Aloft, in awful ſtate, 
The god-like hero ſate 
On his imperial. throne: 
His valiant peers were plac d around; 
Their brows with roſes and with myrtles bound: 
So ſhou'd deſert in arms be crown'd. 
IIe lovely Thais by his ſide, 
Sate like a blooming eaſtern bride, 
In flower of youth and beauty's pride. 3 
A 2 A I R, 


ALEX AN DER“s FEAST; or, 
AIR. | 


| A happy, happy pair! 
None but the brave, 


None but the brave, 
None but the brave deſerve the fair. 


CHORUS. 
Happy, happy, happy pair! 
None but the brave, 


None but the brave, | 
None but the brave deſerve the fair. 


ERCETATIVE: 


Timotheus plac'd on high, 

Amid the tuneful quire, 

With flying fingers touch'd the lyre: 
The trembling notes aſcend the ſky ; 


And heav'nly Joys inſpire. 


RECIT. ACC OM PAN IE D. 


The ſong began from Jove, 

Who left his bliſsful ſeats above; 

(Such is the pow'r of mighty Love, 
A dragon's fiery form bely d the god; 
Sublime, on radiant ſpires he rode, 

When he to fair Olympia preſs'd, 

And while he ſought her ſnowy breaſt : 

Then round her ſlender waiſt he curl'd, 


And ſtamp d an image of himſelf, a ſov reign of the world, 
CH O- 


The POWER, of MUS1C. 


CHORUS. 


The liſt'ning croud admire the lofty ſound, 
A preſent Deity ! they ſhout around. 
A preſent Deity ! the vaulted roofs rebound. 


AI R. 
With raviſh'd ears 


The monarch hears; 
Aſſumes the god, 
Affects to nod: | 
And ſeems to ſhake the ſpheres. 


RECITATIVE. 


The praiſe of Bacchus, then, the ſweet muſician ſung ; 
Of Bacchus, ever fair, and ever young; 
The jolly god in triumph comes; 
Sound the trumpets, beat the drums; 
Fluſh'd with a purple grace, 
He ſhews his honeſt face; 


Now give the hautboys breath ; he comes ! he comes] 


AIR. 


Bacchus, ever fair, and young, 
Drinking joys did firſt ordain ; 
Bacchus' bleſſings are a treaſure, 
Drinking is the ſoldier's pleaſure: 
Rich the treaſure, 
Sweet the pleaſure; 
Sweet is pleaſure after pain. 


CHO- 
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6 ALEXAN DEB HAST; or, 


CHOR\ 


Bacchus bleſſings are a treaſure, 
Drinking is the foldier's wleaſbre'r 9 
Rich the treaſure, 
Sweet the pleaſure; 
Sweet 1s pleaſure after pain. 


RECITATIYV E. 


Sobth' d with the at. 'the. king grew vain ; 
Fought all his battles o'er aguin ; 
And thrice he routed all his foes, and thrice he flew the 
The maſter ſaw the madneſs me ft 10 5M 1; Lain? 
=—_ His glowing cheeks, his,ardent eyes; 
N And while he heav'n and earth defy d, 
| Chang'd his hand Fo. N d his . 


RE CIT. AGCOMPANIED. 


He choſe a moutnful muſe, 
Soft pity to infuſe. 


AI R. 
He ſung Darius great and ebd. 


By too ſevere a fate, 
Fall'n from his high eſtate, 
And welt'ring in his blood. 


Deſerted 
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Deſerted at his utmoſt need, 

By thoſe his former bounty fed, 
On the bare earth expoſed he lies. 
Without a rern * "OY his eyes. 


K E GIT ATI VE. 


With downcaft looks the joyleſs victor ſate, 
Revolving in his alter d ſoul, 


The various turns of chance 8 
And, now and then, a ſigh he Role, f 
And tears began: to flow. 


— ond 


CHORUS, 


Behold Darius great; and good, os 0 
Fallen, welt' ring in his blood ; 


On the bare earth expog d he les, 
Wiener a friend to cloſe his - 


E E 


The mighty maſter ſmil'd to ſee 
That love was in the next degree 

"T was but a kindred ſound to move, 
For pity melts the mind to love. 


REG ACCOMPANIED: 


Softly ſweet, in Lydian meaſures, 
Soon he ' ſooth'd his ſoul to pleaſures, - 


1 = A TR 


8 ALEXANDER FEAST; 


A I R. 


War, he ſung, is toil and trouble. 
Honour, but an empty bubble; 
Never ending, ſtill beginning, og 
Fighting ftill, and ſtil} deſtroying, 
It the world be worth thy winning, 
Think, O think it worth enjoying: 
Lovely Thais ſits beſide thee, 
Take the good the gods provide thee. 
War, he ſung, is toil and trouble, 
Honour, but an empty bubble, 
Never ending, ſtill beginning, 
Fighting ſtill, and ſtill deſtroying ; ; 
If the world be worth thy winning, MY 
_; O think i it worth + 


C H O R Us. 
The many rend the ſkies with loud applauſe IT 


So Love was crown d, but Muſick won the cauſe. 


"0 


The prince, unable to conceal his pain, 

Gaz'd on the fair, 

Who caus d his care; 
And ſigh'd and look d, ſigh'd and look d, 
Sigh'd and look d, and ſigh d again. 
At length, with love and wine at once oppreft, 
The vanquitſh d victor ſunk upon her breaſt. 


or, 


The POWER of MUSIC. 9 
The prince, unable to conceal his pain, 
Gaz d on the fair, 
Who caus'd his care, 


And ſigh'd and look'd, figh'd and look'd, 
Sigh'd and look'd and ſigh'd again. | 


C H OR U 8 repeated. 


The many rend the ſkies with loud applauſe; 
So Love was crown d, but Muſic: won the cauſe. 


End of the Firſt Act. 


ACT ws S E C ON p. 


REC II. AGCOMPANIED. 
No ſtrike the golden lyre again; 


A louder yet - and yet a louder ſtrain; 
Bre ak his 5 of ſleep aſunder, 
And rouſe him, like a rattling peal of thunder. 


CHORUS. 


Break his bands of leep aſunder, | 
| And rouſe him, like a rattling peal of thunder 


RE'GILT AREYV”E. 


Hark, hark --the horrid ſound 
Has rais d up his head, 
As awak d from the dead: 


And amaz' d he ftares around. 
B AIR. 


10 ALEXANDER SF EAST; or, | 
NCA | 


Revenge, revenge, Timotheus cries, 
See the furies ariſe, * 
See the ſnakes that they rear, | 
| How they hiſs in their hair, 
And the ſparkles that flaſh from their eyes 1 


A FÞ R. 
Behold a ghaſtly band, 2 
Each a torch in his hand! 


Thoſe are Grecian ghoſts, that in battle were ſlain, 
And unburied remain 
Inglorious on the * 


RE CIT. AC oo A NIE D. 


Give the vengeance due 
To the valianterew's 
Behold how they tofs their: torches nigh 
How they point to the Perſian abode, 
And glitt' ring tem ples « of their hoſtile * 15 


AIR. 


The princes applaud with: a nl 8 10 f 
And the king ſeiz d a flambeau, with Jeal to deſtroy, 


AIR. 


Thais led the ay | 
To light him to his prey; | "5D 
And, like another Helen, ür d another To. | 


CITES of NE C. "Ix x 


110 0 H 0 K U 8. 
The princes 2p] taud with a Rios Fog 
And the king feiz d a: flambeay with zeal to as 
Thais led the way, hs 


To light him to his prey; . 
And like another Helen, fir'd another D 


RE CIT. ACCOMPANIED. 


Thus long ago, 
Ere hegvink bellows learn d to blow, 
While organs yet were mute, 
Timotheus, to the breathing flute 
And ſounding lyre, 
Cou'd ſwell the ſoul to rage, or kindle ſoft deſire, 


GRAND CHORUS. 


At laſt divine Cecilia came, 
Inventreſs of the vocal frame; 
The ſweet enthuſiaſt from her ſacred ftore. 
Enlarg'd the former narrow bounds, 
And added length to ſolemn ſounds, 
With nature's mother wit, and arts unknown before. 


RECITATIVE. 
Let old Timotheus yield the prize, 
Or both divide the crown; 


He rais'd a mortal to the ſkies, 
She drew an angel down. 


C H O- 
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St. CECILIA's Day. 


RecirAtTive AccoMPANIED. 


ROM Harmony, from heavenly Harmony, 
This Univerſal Frame began. 
When Nature underneath a Heap - 
Of jarring Atoms lay, 
And cou'd not heave her Head, 

'The tuneful Voice was heard from high, 
Ariſe, ye more than dead. 

Then cold, and hot, and moiſt, and dry, 

In order to their Stations leap, 


And MUSIC's Power obey. e 
| ” CHORUS. 


8 Oer N un. 
engonus 


Foot armen, from heavenly Harmony; * 
This univerſal Frame began: 
From Harmony to Harmony 
Through all the Compaſs of the Notes it ran, 
The Diapaſon cloſing full in Man, 


1. 


What Paſſion cannot MUSIC" raiſe and quell! 
When Jubal ſtruck the corded Shell, 
His lift ning Brethren ſtood around, 
And wond ring, on their Faces fell 
To worſhip that celeſtial Sound; 

Leſs than a God they thought there could not dwell 
Within the Hollow of that Shell, 
That ſpoke ſo ſweetly and ſo well. 

What Paſſion cannot MUSIC raiſe and quell ! 


NY 1 a 
The TRUMPET's loud Clangor 


Excites us to Arms, 
With ſhrill Notes of Anger, 
And mortal Alarms; 
The double, double, double ne 
Of the thund ring Drum 
Cries, Hark ! the Foes come; 
Charge, charge, tis too late to retreat. 


AIR 


_ $50 "NOE7 
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The ſoft complaining FLUTE, 
In dying Notes, diſcovers | 
The Woes of hopeleſs Lovers, 
Whoſe Dirge is whiſper'd by the warbling LUTE. © 


A'S 


Sharp YV1OLINVS proclaim 
Their jealous Pangs, and Deſperation, 
Fury, frantic Indignation, 

Depth of Pains, and Height of Paſſion 
For the fair diſdainful Dame, 


A: > 


But, oh, what Art can teach, 

What human Voice can reach 

The ſacred ORGAN 's Praiſe ! 

Notes inſpiring holy Love, "I 

Notes that wing their heavenly Ways 
To join the Choirs above. 


A VI. 


Orpheus could lead the Savage Race; 
And Trees unrooted left their Place; 

Sequacious of the Lyre. | 
Re ct- 


s O N G. 
RECITATIVE ACCOMPANIED. 


But bright CECILIA rais d the Wonder higher : 
When to her ORGA vocal Breath was givn, . 


An Angel heard, and ſtraight appear'd, 
Miſtaking Earth for Heav n . 


GRAND CHORUS. 


As from the Power of ſacred Lays 
The Spheres began to move, 
[ And ſung the great Creator's Praiſe 
. To all the Bleſs'd above; 
5 So when the laſt and dreadful Hour 
q This crumbling Pageant ſhall devour, 
1 The TRUMPET ſhall be heard on high, 
'The Dead ſhall live, the Living die, 
And MUSTC ſhall untune the Sky. 


s 


